THE GREAT TUDORS
" Batter the shining palace of the sun "
and
*c Slice the dark sea with sable-coloured ships"
are magnificent in sound as isolated lines, though not in
long passages where they become monotonous. They are
just the kind of thing that a literary Tom Sawyer loves to
bellow out of sheer physical exuberance on a windy day at
the seaside. The bridled kings, drawing the coach of
Tamburlaine, are simply school-fags drawing the coach of
the school-dictator. The dungeon of King Edward, into
which all the drains of the castle empty themselves, is just
the kind of thing a schoolboy would design for the unpopular
master. The extraordinary devices of the Jew of Malta
for murdering his enemies, his friends, the entire population
of a convent, and his own daughter are not, in any way,
subtilised by the isolated
" Infinite riches in a little room."
Indeed, many of the beauties of Marlowe (and the
beauty of these isolated lines is undeniable as far as it goes)
appear to have been inserted more or less at random, to
provide a fine speech for a quite unsuitable speaker. The
famous passage on " beauty " and cc all the pens that ever
poets held " is utterly out of place in its context. What on
earth it has to do with the impossible creature to whom it is
attributed, or how anyone can take that impossible creature
seriously for a single moment, except as a schoolboy cheats
himself into a belief in the melodramatics that schoolboys
love, I am unable to conceive. In many passages, even of
Edward the Second, one encounters a note of sheer silliness,
The infatuation of the King for Gaveston is not a subject that
can easily support the weight of a tragedy, as it is handled by
Marlowe. The king " love-sick for Ms minion," as Marlowe
depicts him, is too feeble and contemptible to arouse the
feeling upon which tragedy depends.
" My Gamston!
Welcome to Tymwuth! welcome to thy friend!
Thy absence made me droop and pine away;
FoT) as the lovers of fair Danae
When she was locked up in a bra&n tower